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I should very much like to know how your eyes are.
I was glad to see your handwriting so strong and
clear. Is your life, externally at any rate, passing
pretty peacefully down there in the south? Mine is
a combat that consumes. I am still more detested in
these climes than I was seventeen years ago. In it-
self, it is not a pleasant state of things, but there is
this consolation to be derived from it, that it bears
testimony to my being still militant, and in no point
near to making my peace with mediocrity.
I am, your attentive and grateful reader,

GEQRG BRANDES.

NIETZSCHE TO BRANDES.

Nice, March 27, 1888.
DEAR SIR:

I have wanted to thank you much sooner than this
for so pregnant and thoughtful a letter as your last,
but I have had trouble with my health, and have been
grievously hindered in all good works, I may men-
tion in passing that my eyes are the barometer of my
general condition; after fluctuations, they have en-
tered on a period of general progress and improve-
ment, and have become more sound and lasting than
I could ever have believed possible. Indeed, they have
falsified the prophecies of the very best German ocul-
ists. If Grafe, the celebrated specialist, et hoc genus
omne, had been right, I should have been blind long
ago. It is bad enough to have come to No, 8 spec-
tacles, but I can still see. I refer to this misery be-
cause you were kind and sympathetic enough to ask